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Author's Notes: 
Experimentations with darker themes during the small hours of the morning can often produce fic that makes 
even the author go "aah." | don't know how to explain the randomness that brought me to this, so I'll avoid 


that by trailing off.. Written in (mostly) second person perspective, so apologies if things are unclear. 


Watching Nick. You know enough to leave him alone, at least for now, but you'll still watch. On the couch across 


the room. He's by the window. 

Drink in hand, you watch. 

It might be jealousy. Its probably lust. Shake your head; you know you don't care. 
Just watch him. 


Hard dark eyes and grim smile. Never laughter anymore. Too involved in him to laugh. 


You'll cry though. You'll yell and hit. Always cry. 


He looks sad; you almost feel guilty. Lost blue eyes staring at his feet, hands idly playing with the buttons of 
his jacket. 


And you almost feel guilty. 

That's what does it. Blink a few times, clear your head. 

You're up now, moving towards him. Once loving eyes now full of fear. You can read him so easily. His gaze 
darts across the room; you know he's thinking of running. But there, behind the fear, you can still see it. He 
hates you. You're glad, because if he didn't hate you, you don't know how you could love him. 

Stand in front of him. Block his escape. Watch him bite his lip nervously. Smile now, he know's what's coming. 
"Let's go for a walk" 


Then he's getting up and following you without question. You would've held his hand. 


Outside. You don't move. Back towards him, you hear his heavy breathing. Turn around, see the tears in his 


eyes. 
He looks pathetic. You feel guilty, and you know it's your fault. What else can you do? 

You hit him. Fist connecting with his jaw, blue eyes squeezing shut. He stumbles back, hand flying to his face. 
The blood. You still feel guilty. 

Hit him again. The ribs. 

He doubles over, this time crying out. So you grab at his shoulders and throw him towards the wall 


He slides down to sit on the cracked pavement. Tears streaming down his face, breathing ragged. He looks so 


small. So broken, but his eyes are staring into you and you don't know why you do this. 
He smiles bitterly. 


Drop to your knees. Hold him as he cries. Don't tell him you're sorry. His hands tangle in your hair as he 


pushes you away, looking at your eyes. 


You love him. 
He hates you. 


You love him even more. 


And he loves you too, he has to. 

Kiss his bloody mouth and help him up. Smile for him. Tears in your eyes now. Cry for him. 
He always holds your hand. 

"Lets get outta here." 


Then you're following him without question He takes you to your place, the blood drying at the side of his 


mouth. Smile. 

Open your door. Invite him in, get him a drink. 

Then it's his mouth on your neck and his hands again in your hair and you're still crying. 
You love him. 

You love to hurt him. 

You love him when he hates you. 

And, most of all, you love him when he loves you when you hurt him. 


Shake your head. Never kiss him back. Not like you want to anyway. 


Blue eyes, still lost, but like they're finding something. You know it's you. You're glad, but you don't want it to 
be like this. 


He's biting his lip again. Blue eyes in your brown. Hands playing with the buttons of your jacket. 
And you want to hit him again You grab his shoulders tight. There will be bruises. 
He squeezes those eyes shut again. 


You want to yell at him. Ask him how and why. Scream at him for turning you into this, hit him, kick him. Pull 


his hair and scratch at his arms. 


You don't. 

You only cry. 

And he's opened his eyes. He nods. He smiles sadly. 
"| hate you." 

"| love you too." 


Kiss him like you mean it. 


